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of the water washed off the Heart's Desire, rolled
her about, and left her broken on the mud. I
met the journalists in a group on their way to the
afternoon train, their faces still reflecting the
brightness of an excellent entertainment. Hop-
tins took me aside. " I've made it right with old
Pascoe. He hasn't lost anything by it, you can be
sure of that.3' But I was looking for the cobbler,
and all I wished to learn was the place where I
was likely to find him. They did not know that.
Late that evening I was still looking for him,
and it had been raining for hours. The streets of
the village were dark and deserted. Passing one
of the many inns, which were the only illumina-
tion of the village, I stumbled over a shadow on
the cobbles outside. In the glow of a match I
found Pascoe, drunk, with his necessary stick
beside him, broken.